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Robinson: The Miracle Pregnancy

Tierra Robinson
The Miracle Pregnancy
Everyone says birthing a child is a beautiful thing, and the words “I’m pregnant” usually
elicit joyful and excited responses, but not in this case. When I was entering my junior year of
high school, my mother announced her pregnancy. My sister and I were baffled and highly
disgusted at the idea of my mother having another child. My mother had tried to have another
baby previously, and the end result was not pretty. She gained many health issues, which led her
to a miscarriage, and because of this experience I was more than afraid for my mother. From the
moment she revealed her pregnancy, there were a series of tragic events that occurred. My
mother’s pregnancy was the worst time of my life.
When my mother told my sister and I the news, she could tell by our faces that we were
not pleased. I did not mean to take away my mother’s moment with my negative attitude, but I
could not help it. My senior year was coming and all the attention was supposed to be given to
me, not a baby, and plus, she tried it already. I felt betrayed because she had promised me that
this was finally my time; she said nothing was going to ruin it, but it did. I was embarrassed to
even tell people she was pregnant.
After four months of going to doctor appointments, one was different; we received some
heartbreaking news. The doctor set up a meeting with my mother, explaining that her pregnancy
was high risk, and sadly that she could die while delivering the baby due to severe blood loss.
Receiving this news killed me inside; I was about to lose my best friend. I was an
emotional wreck, and I hated her for wanting to keep the baby knowing it could cost her life.
Instead of weeping over the situation, I acted out. I began to be disrespectful to my mother and
her fiancé, because they were the reason I was losing my mother. My mother and I’s relationship
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started to break apart; I could not even look at her because I thought she was leaving my sister
and me without a mother, all for a baby. There were some nights I did not even sleep at home
because I did not want to face the reality of the situation. I remember wishing one night that the
baby was gone because I resented it so much for the hurt it was causing my family.
At my mother’s next appointment, they found some complications with the baby. The
baby’s passage for nourishment was blocked, and it was not getting enough. I felt the pain in my
mother’s eye, and I could not let her go through this again. I knew what I wished for was about
to come true and I could not let it, and so I prayed. Later, they found the baby to be healthy, but
my mother was not. She began experiencing crucial complications. There were some days I
could not go to school because I had to take care of my mother. Even when I did go to school, I
was struggling most of the time. I just could not focus with all the things I had going on. Even
though I acted as if I hated the thought of having another sibling, I did not inside. I wanted to be
happy, but how, if giving a life meant taking one in the process?
As her due date got closer, she was experiencing more and more complications. One
night we had to rush her to the hospital because her blood pressure was so high. My mother was
in the hospital for weeks, and it was not looking good for her. The doctors decided to schedule a
caesarean delivery, because my mother was only getting weaker. The day she was scheduled for
the surgery, I overslept and was late getting to the hospital. I was irate; I did not get the chance to
see my mother, for what I thought would be the last time. I cried my eyes out the whole time, but
I was blessed. My mother made it out of the surgery alive.
Although my mother was not healthy and had a lot of recovering to do, it did not
matter because she was living. From that point of my life I was driven by ambition, and I knew
anything was possible. I brought my grades up in school and figured out my purpose in life. I felt
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in my heart I was destined to be an OB-GYN. I wanted to give people what doctors gave my
family and I--life.
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